walk; the children flow from the slianties to the open jungle, sharing
it with the pigs, goats, lizards. The Hindus walk aloof. Their
separateness is not pose or will; incarnate in their bodies and pale
eyes is India, They are aloof3 not from the Negroes, but from earth;
and earth in Trinidad is Africa, The difference of the two subject
races makes no discord; a flower and a bird can breathe the same
air. But both races stifle!
Port-of-Spain, a big city with well over one hundred thousand
inhabitants, is a shapeless, spiritless chaos. At night its central
streets are dark; and before war's blackout they were dark. Behind
groceries and drygoods stores lurk the illegal grog shops and the
brothels. Sweat is dark here; dark is sullen; sullen is the sole
passion. The Negroes fill the town with their childish chatter.
(Even the language of the British-ruled Negroes,, in Jamaica,
Trinidad, Barbados, British Honduras, bespeaks their infantiliza-
tion; the language of the Hispanic Negroes, in Brazil, Cuba,
bespeaks their freedom of spirit.) The white soldiers, the sparse
white officials, push through the thick town they own, as through
another jungle.
After dinner, on this last visit, I left the Queens .Park Hotel for a
bit of mild fresh air. Across is the big green, where once I saw a foot-
ball match between dark teams, and the dark throng hysterical with
excitement Exiled from the world of great decisions, let them vent
their need of decisions in kicking a ball to a goal! Almost directly
opposite the hotel door, within the dark breath of the green, sit a
black girl and black man. The girl calls to me: "Darling, shall I
walk with you?" I go on. She gets up, leaving her boy on the
bench, and follows. "Why not, darling?" On my way back, al-
though it is very dark, she sees me coming and walks toward me*
"Darling,55 she sayss "follow me." Opposite, a hundred yards down
from the hotel, is a bright-lit cottage; on the porch officers and
gentlemen drink; and in the open hall, the cool ladies. My heart
goes out to the girl;. I know the gnawing hunger of this imperial
island; the corroding spiritual hunger. I pass the girl with a greet-
ing ; and when I reach the bench where she sat, the black boy eyes
me. Is lie a pimp or a friend? Evidently he finds it in order that a
girl of his race should hire out her body, for an hour, to a man of
mine. All my race has, that he needs, is money. Even if I took the
girl, his girl, I should not have her; I could not touch her. The
contempt of our white rule (waning) crackles in the dark between
his eyes and mine.
What I felt in Trinidad is in Jamaica and Barbados; is in Egypt
and Singapore and India: is the blight of the British Empire and
its essence. Hard it is to realize that these blacks of Port-of-Spain are*
of the race of Haiti; cousins of Cuba and Brazil. Wherever the British
arm rules, Africans and East Indians become a depressed population.
And Britain's attitude toward the dark races; is it not also ours?
^ fe It not the same which Germany lias brought; to a demoniacally